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EPILOGUE, 



I 



Spoken by RoxANAi 



ARitAmN*D for niurdcri — lo ! Iftand before ye. 
But e^er you pafs my fentence, liear my ftdry. 
What paffive woman, were flic in my place, 
Cou'd* br^ok-flich ufage? Horribk difgracc ! * 
To kifs the faucy minx before my face ; 
Han^oa her.aeckj and figh, and fwear^ and bellow— 
Ohv PvcTiot patience with* the filthy Tellow. 
What, tho* one world my hero deem'd deficient. 
One, wife for any hero's Jure fufficicnt. 
You tnuft allow 'twould any mortal vex 
To lofe the only comfort of one's fex. 
Her^nu^tikl rlghr; whith of ydti all woXild fliarc it ? " ' 
And half a hulband, Gods ! what wife cou'd bear it ! 
But whatxftiU'Worfe than all the reft provokes me. 
To think nis crowns and fccptrcs e'er cou'd coax me. 
Let all the emi^ire of the world's wide fpan 
Be her's^-butnot an atom of my man. 
Methinks I hear each wedded fair-one cry. 
Well done, Rpxan a flie defcrv'd to die. . i 

What'Chriftian wife cou'd bear fuch ctouble dealing ? 
And fure your heathen women have their feeling. 
Two wives ! 'Tis matrimonial fornication : 
l^^lf.H0iv'n^^'iel^t fuch cuftwns from Ais nation i' 
By fuch let Eaftern wives be bubbled ftill. 
Two wiv.es ! .fpr fliame, two hufbands if you will. 
Ayithis'inde^d might fufl a free-born woman.' 
Befides, our beaus— poor things! — are not like Ammonal 
While t)]|iui8^.jrau plead, thi&«inference let me drawk 
• Katurf is Love's great univerfal law. 
All feel alike^what lome difguife.with art, 
And'AiacJi wroRg*d wife's RoAna in her^eart. 
If none of you cou'd tamely yield her man. 
Then find me guilty, Ladies, if you can. 
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Alexander the Great. 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

The Gardens of Semiratnis. 

Hephestioi^ and Lysimachus fighting. 
Clytus parting them. 

Clytus. 

WHAT are you madmen? this a time for 
quarrel ? 
Put up I fay — Or, by the Gods that form'd me. 
He who rcfufes makes a foe of Clytus. 

Lysimachus. 
I have his fword. 

Clytus. 
But mufl; not have his life. 

Lysimachus. 
Muft not ! old Clytus ! 

Clytus. 
Hair-brain*d boy, you mufl: not. 

Hephestion. 

Lend me thy fword, thou father of the war. 
Thou far-fam*d guard of Alexander's life : 

Curfc 
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i ALEXANDER THB GREAT. 

Curie on this weak unexecuting arm ! 
Lel)^ it, old Clftus, to redeem my fame j 
LyCmachus is brave^ and elfe will fcorn me* 

Lysimachus. 

There, take thy fword j and, fince thouVt bent 

on death. 
Know, 'tis thy glory that thou dy*ftby me. 

Clytus, 
Stay thee, Lyfimachus -, Hephcftion, hold ; 
I bar you both ; my body interposed. 
Now let me fee which of you dares to ftrike. 
By Jove you've ftirr'd the old man I — that raftiarm 
That firft advances, moves againfk the Gods 
And our great king, whofe deputy I ftan<j^ 

Lysimachus. 
Some prop^rcr time muft terminate our quarrel, 

Hephestion. 
And cure the bleeding woundsmy honour beats; 

Clytus. 
Some prop'rer tima ! 'tis falfc— no hour is proper j 
No time, (hould fee a brave man do amifs. 
Say, what's the noble caufe of all this madnefs ? 
What vaft ambition blows the dangerous Ere ? 
Why a vain, fmiling, whining, coz'ning woman. 
By all my triumphs 1 in the heat of youth. 
When towns were fack'd, ^nd beauties proftratc 

lav 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work'd mc 

higfaf - 

Clytus ne'er bow'd his body to fuch Ihame ; 
I knew 'cm, and dcfpis'd their cobweb arts. 
The whole fex is not worth aibldicr*s thought. 

« Lysi* 
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A T R A G E D Y. J| 

LVSIMACHUS. 

Our caufc of quarrel may to thee fcem light i 
But know, a lefs has fet the world in arms. 

Clytus. 

Yes, Troy they tell us bv a woman fell ; 
Curfe on the fex, they are the bane of virtue ! 
Death ! Fd rather this right arm were loft. 
Than that the king (hould hear of your impru-^ 

dence — 
What 1 on a day thus fet apart for triumph ! 

Lysimachus. 

We were indeed to blame. 

Clytus, 

This memorable day ! 
When our hot mafter, whole impatient foul 
Outrides the fun, and fighs for other worlds 
To fpread his conquefts, and diffufe his glory ; 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be (ilenr. 
And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive ; 
Shall we by broils awakd him into rage. 
And rouze the lion, that has ceas'd to roar ? 

LYSIMACHi79« 

Clytus thouVt right-^put up thy fword Heph«f- 

tion ; 
Had paOlon not eclips'd the light of reafon. 
Untold we might this confequence have feen« 

Hephbstion, 
Why has not reafon power to conquer love ? 
Why are we thus enflav'd ? 

Clytus. 

Becaufe unman'd ; 
Becaufe ye follow Alexander's fteps. 

Heavens I 
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4 ALEXANDER tnt GREAT. 

Hcav*ns ! that a face fliould thus bewitch his foul. 
And ruin all that's great and godlike in it; 
Talk be my banc, yet the old man muft talk 5 
Not fo he lov'd when he at Iflus fought. 
And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, 
Whom from his chariot flaming all with gems. 
He hurrd to earth, and catch*d th' imperial crown. 
'Twas not the (haft of love performed that feat; 
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change ! 
A brace of rival queens embroil the court ; 
And, while each hand is thus employed in beauty^ 
Where has he room for glory ? 

Hephestion. 

In his heart. 

Clytus. 

Well faid, young minion ! — ^I indeed forgot 
To whom I fpoke — but Syfigambis comes. 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 
That claims homage — Pll attend the king. 

S C E N E IL 

Lysimachus, Hephestion, Sysigambis, with a 
letter, and Parisatis. 

Sysigambis. 

Why will you wound me with your fond com- 
plaints. 
And urge a fuicthat I cart never grant? 
You know, my child, 'tis Alexander's will ; 
Here, he demands you for his Fov'd Hephcftion, 
To difobey him might enflame his wrath. 
And plunge our houfe in ruins yet unknown. 

Parisatis. 
To footh this god, and charm him into temper. 
Is there no viftim, none but P^irifatis ? 
Muft I be doom'd to wretchedncfs and woe. 

That 
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ATRAGEDY. 5 

That others may enjoy the conqueror's fmilcs ? 
Oh ! if you ever lov'd my royal father — 
And fure you did, your^gufliing tears proclaim it — 
If ftill his name be dear, have pity on me ! 
He would not thus have forced me to dcfpair ; 
Indeed he would not. — Had I beg'd him thus. 
He would have heard me, e'er my heart was broke, 

Sysigambis. 

When will my fuflferings end ! O when ye Gods ! 
For fixty rolling years, my foul has (lood. 
The dread viciffitudes of fate unmoved : 
I thought 'em your decrees, and therefore yielded. 
But this laft trial, ' as it fprings from folly. 
Exceeds my fuff'rance, and I muft complain. 

Lysimachus. 
When SyGgambis mourns, no common woe 
Can be the caufe — ^*tis mifery indeed. 
Yet pardon, mighty queen, a wretched prince. 
Who thus prefumes to plead the caufe of love. 
Beyond my life, beyond the world [Kneeling.] I 

prize 
If air Parifatis — Hear me, I conjure you ! 
As you have authorized Hepheftion*s^vows, 
Rejeft not mine — grant me but equal leave 
To fcrvc the princefs, and let love decide. 

Hephestiok. 

A blefling like the beauteous Parifatis 

Whole years of fervice, and the world's wide cnv- 

pire. 
With all the blood that circles in our veins. 
Can never merit ; therefore in my favour 
1 beg*d the king, to interpofe his int'reft, j 
Therefore, I beg'd your majefty's affiftancc ; 
Tour word is paft, and all my hopes reft on't. 

LVSJIMA- 
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6 . ALEXANDER the GREAT. 

Lysimachus, rifing. 
Perifli fuch hopes ! for love's a gen'rous paffioa 
Which fceks the happinefs of her we love. 
Beyond th* enjoyment of ourovsrn defires. 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owns no influence, and difdains controul } 
Let'em ftand neuter — ^*tis all I aflc. 

Hephestiok. 
Such arrogance did Alexander woo, ' 
Would lo(e him all the conquefts he has won. 

Lysimachus. 
To talk of conquefts well becomes the man 
Whofe life and fword arc but his rival's gift. 

Sysigambis, 

It grieves me, brave Lyfimachus, to find 
My power fall fliort of my defires to fcrve you i 
You know Hcphcftion firft declared his love. 
And 'tis as true, I prpmis'd him my aid. 
Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 
Bccamie himfelf an humble fuppliapt for him. 
Forget her, prince, and tiiumph o'er your paffion ; 
A con^eft worthy of a foul like thine. 

Lysimachus. 

Forget heri madam : fooner (hall the fun 
Forget to (hine, and tumble from his fphere. 
Farewel, great queen — my honour now demands 
That Akxarider ihould himfelf explain 
The wond'rous merit which exalts his fav'rite. 
And cafts Lyfimachus at fucb a diftance. 

[Exit Lysimachus* 

SCENE 
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A TRAGEDY. 7 

SCENE III. 

Sysigambis, Parisatis, Hephestiok. 

In this wild tranfport of ungovern'd paflion 
Too far I fear he will incenfe the king. 
Is Alexander yet, my Lord, arrived ? 

Hephestion. 

Madam, I know not, but Caflander comes. 
He may perhaps inform us. 

Sysigambis. 

I would (hun him. 
Something there is, I know not why, that (hocks me. 
Something my nature (brinks at, when I fee him. 

SCENE IV. 

Cassakder. 

The face of day now blu(hes fcarlet deep : 

Now blackens into night. The low'ring fun. 

As if the dreadful bufinefs he foreknew. 

Drives heavily his fable chariot on. 

How fierce it jightens ! how it thunders round me ! 

All nature feems alarm'd for Alexander. 

Why be it fo. Her pangs proclaim my triumph. 

My foul's firft wi(hes are to ftartle fate. 

And ftrike amazement thro* the hoft of heav'n. 

A mad Chaldean with a (laming torch. 

Came to my bed laft night, and bellowing o'er me^ 

Well had it been, he cry'd, for Babylon, 

If curft Ca(randcr never had been born. 

S C E N E V. 
Thessalus with a packet. 
How now, dear The(ralus, what packet's that ? 

Thessalus. 
From Macedon, a trufty (lave juft brought it. 
Your father chides us for our cold delay ; 

He 
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8 ALEXANDER the GREAT* 

He fays Craterus, by the king's appointment. 
Comes, in his room, to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder; 
Therefore he bids us boldly ftrike. 
Or quit our purpofe, and confefs our fears. 

Cassander. 

Is not hi? fate refolv'd ? this night he dies ; 
And thus my father but foreftails my purpofe. 
How am 1 flow then ? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the lightening, it would afk fome mo- 
ments. 
Ere I could blaft the growth of this Coloflus. 

Thessalus. 

Mark where the haughty Polyperchon comes ! 

Some new affront by Alexander given, 

Swells in his heart, and flings him into madnefs. 

Cassander. 

Now, now's our time ; he muft, he fliall be ours i 
His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs. 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 

S C E N E VI. 

Cassander, Thessalus, Polyperchon. 

Polyperchon. 

Still as I pafs, frefh murmurs fill my ears ; 

All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints* 

Poor foul-lefs reptiles ! — their revenge expires 

In idle threats. — ^The fortitude of cowards ! 

Their province is to talk! 'tis mine to aft. 

And (hew this tyrant, when he dar*d to wrong me. 

He wrong*d a man whofe attribute is vengeance. 

Cassander. 
All nations bow their heads with fervilc bondage, 
And kifs the feet of this exalted man. 

The 
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A TRAGEDY. 9 

The name, the (hout, the blaft from cvVy mouth 
Is Alexander ! Alexander duns 
The lift'ning ear, and drowns the voice of hcav'n. 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching 

fpaniels ; 
And if this hunter of the barbarous world, 
But wind himfelf a god i all echo him. 
With univerfal cry. 

PoLYPERCHOy. 

I fawn, or echo him, 
Caflander, no ! my foul difdains the thought I 
Let eaftern flaves or proftitutcd Greeks 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown. 
When Poly perchon can defcend ib low, 
Falfe to that honour, which thro* fields of death, 
I ftill have courted, where the fight was ficrceft. 
Be fcorn my portion, infamy my lot. 

Thessalus. 

The king may doom me to a thoufand tortures^ 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 
E're I ihail ftoop to idolize his pride. 

Ca3sandee. 
Not Ariftander^ had he rais'd all hell, 
Cou'd more have (hock'd my foul, than thou haft 

done. 
By the bare mention of Philotas' murder^ 
O Polyperchon ! how (ball I defcribe it i 
Pid not your eyes rain blood to fee the hero ? 
Did not your fpirits burft with fmother'd vengeance^ 
To fee thy noble fellow warrior tortur'd ? 
Yet, without groaning, or a tear, endure 
The torments of the damn*d ? O death to think itl 
We faw him bruis*d, we faw his bones laid bare ; 
His yeins wide lanc'd, and the poor quivVing flelh 

C With 
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With fiery pincers from his bofotn torn. 

Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting, 

P0LYPEP.CHON. 

Yet all like ftgitues ftood ! — cold lifelefs ftatues t 
As if the fight had fro2<e us into niarblc. 
When, with collcftcd rage, we Ihould have flown 
To inftant vengeance on the ruthlefs caufe, 
And plung'd a thoufand daggers in his heart. 

Cassander. 

At our Taft banquet, when the bowl had gone 
The giddy round, and wine inflamed my fpirits j 
I faw Cratcrus and Hcpheftion enter 
In Perfian robes-, to Alexander'* health 
They largely drank j and falling at his feet 
With impious adoration thus addrefs'd 
Their idol god. Hail fon of thupdVing Jove ! 
Hail firft of kings ! young Ammon live for ever ! 
Then kifs'd the earth •, on which I laugh'd aloud^ 
A»d fcofBng, afk*d 'em, why they kifs'd nphardeft 
Whereon the tyrant, darting from his throne; 
Spurn'd me to earth, and ftamping on my neck, 
Learn thou to kifs it, was his fierce reply 5 
While with his foot he prefs'd me to the earth, 
Till I lay weil'ring in a foam of blood. 

POLYPERCHON. 

Thus when I mock'd the Perfians that ador'd hirn^ 
He ftruck me on the face, fwung me around, 
And bid his guards chaftize mc like a flave. 
But if he 'fcape my vengeance, may he live. 
Great as that god whofe name he thus prophanes. 
And like a flave may 1 again be beaten, 
ScofPd IS I pafs, and branded for a coward. 

Ca$. 
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A TRAGEDY, a 

Cassander* 

There fpoke tlie fpirit of Califthcocs : 
kemember, he's a man, his flclh as penetrable 
As any girl*s, and wounded too as foon ; 
To give him death no thunders are required. 
Struck by a ftone young Jupiter has fali*n, 
A fword has picrcM him, and the blood has fol- 
lowed ; 
Nay, we have feen an hundred common ailmeni* 
BrJDg this immortal to the gates of death. ' 

POLYPERCHON. . 

O let us not delay the glorious, bufincfs ! 
Our wrongs are great, and honour calls for vetw 
geance. . « 

Are your hearts firm ? . . a 

Thessalvs* I 

As heav*n or hell can make *cmi 

POfcY^ERCHON, 

Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
Rip up my breaft, and lay my heart upon it. 

Cassandek« 
While thus we join our hands and hearts together^ 
Remember Hermolaus and be hufli'd. 

POLYPERCHON. 

Hufli^dastbeeve before an htirripaitie^ 

Or baleful planets when they (hed their poirons4 

Cassander. 

?Fbis day exulting Babylon receives 
The mighty robber — with him comes RoKana, 
Fierce ha^ighty fair! On his return from India, 
Artful (he met him in the height of triutiipb, 

And 
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m ALEXANDER the GRfcAT. 

And by a thoufand wiles at Sufa kept him. 
In all the luxury of caftcrn revels. 

POLYPERCHON. 

How bore Statira his revolted love ? 

For, iif I err not, e'er the king efpous'd her. 

She made him promife to renounce Roxana. 

Thessalus. 

No words can paiftt theanguifli it occafion'd ; 
Ev'n Syfigambis wept, while the wrongM queen 
Struck to the heart, fell lifclcfs on the ground. 

Cassander. 

When the firft tumult of her grjief was laid, 

I fought to fire her into wild revenge •, 

And to that end, with all the art I could, 

Defcrib'd his paflion for the bright Roxana. 

But tho* I could not to my wilh inflame her. 

Thus far at lead her jealoufy will help ; 

She'll give him troubles that perhaps may end him. 

And fet the court in univerfal uproar. 

But fee (he comes. Our plots begin to ripen. 

Now change the vizor, every one difperfc. 

And, with a face of friendlhip, meet the king^ 

SCENE VII. 

Sysigambis, Statira, and Parisatis. 
Statira. 

O for a dagger, a draught of poifon, flames ! 
Swell heart, break, break thou wretched ftubborn 

thing. 
Now, by the facred fire. Til not be held : 
Pray giye me leave to walk. 

SVSIGAM- 
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Sysigambis. 
Unhappy Parifatis ! 
Is there no reverence to my perfon due ? 
Truft me, Statira, had thy father liv'd, 
Darius wou*d have heard mo% 

Statira. 

Ohe'sfalfc. 
This glorious man, this wonder of the world. 
Is to his love, and ev*ry god forefworn. 
O I have heard him breathe fuch ardent vows, 
Out-weep the morning with his dewy eyes. 
And figh and fwear the lift'ning ftars away. 

Sysigambis. 

Believe not rumour, 'tis iropoffiblc. 
Thy Alexander is rcnown'd for truth ; 
Above deceit — 

Statira. 

Away, and let me die. 
*Twas but my fondnefs, 'twas my eafy nature 
Wou'd have ei:cus*d him — but away fuch weaknefs. 
Are not his falfehpods, and Statira's wrongs, 
A fubjeffc canvafs'd in the mouth of millions i 
The babbling world can talk of nothing elfe. 
AVhy, Alexander, why wouldft thou deceive mel 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art ! 
Have I notkifs'd thy wounds with dying fondnefs, 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound 'cm with my hs^irl 
Whole nights I've fat and watch'd thee as a child^ 
Lviird thy fierce pains, and fung thee to repofe. 

Parisatis. 

If man can thus renounce the folemn ties 
Of facred love, fidelity and truth. 
Who wou'd regard his vows ? 

SrA- 
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Statira. 
Regard his vows, the monftef, traitor ! Oh ! 
I will forfake the haunts of men, converfe 
No more with iugbt that's human i dwell wkk 

darkncfs ; ' . . 

For fince the fight of him is now unwelcome. 
What has the world to give Statira joy ? 
Yet I muft tcU tW, perjur'd as he is, 
Not the foft breezes of the genial fpring^ 
The fragrant violet, or opening rofe. 
Are Aalf fo fwtct as Alexander's breath : 
Then he will talk — ►good gods how he will talk ! 
He fpeaks the kitjdeft words, and looks fuch things^ 
Vows with fuch paffion, and fwears with fuch a 

grace, 
That it is heav'n to be deluded by him. 

Sysigambis. 
Her forrows muft have wiiy. Alas my child ! 

Statira. 

Roxana then enjoys my perjurM love ; 
Roxana clafps my monarch in her arms, 
Doats on my contjuVor, my dear lord, my king. 
Oh *tis too much ! by Heav'n I cannm bear it ! 
rjl die, or rid me of the burning torture'. 
Hear me, bright god of day, hear cv'ry god, 

SVSIGAMBIS. 

Take heed, Statira ; weigh ic well, my child. 
Ere defpcratc love enforces you to fwcar. 

Statira. 

O fear not that, already have ! weighed it 5 
And in the prefencc here of Heav'n and you. 
Renounce all converfe with perfidious man. 
Farewel ye cozeners of our ealy fcx I 

And 
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And thou the falfeft of the faithlefs kind, 

Farewel far evtr ! O farewel ! farewcl ! 

If J but mention him the tears will flow. 

How cou'dft thou, cruel, ¥Prong a heart hke mine. 

Thus fond, thus. doting, cv'n to madnefs, on thee! 

Sysigambis. 
Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes. 
Triumphant in the fpoils of conquered India ; 
This day the hero enters Babylon. 

Statira. 

Why let him come : all eyes will gaze with rapture ; 
All hearts will joy to- fee the viftor pafs, 
AH but the wretched the forlorn Statira. 

Sysigambis. 
Wilt thou not fee him then ? 

Parisatis. 

Not fee the king! 
Statira. 
I fwear, and Heav'n be witnefs to my vow, [Kneels.} 
Never from this fad hour, never to fee. 
Nor fpeak, no, nor, if poffible, to think 
Of Alexander more : this is my vow. 
And when I break it — 

Sysigambis. 

Do not ruin all ! - 
Statira, 
May I again be perjur'd and deluded ! 
May furies rend my heart ! may light'nings blaft 
me! 

Sysigambis. 
Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation. 

Sta- 
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Statira, 

No, I will publifli it thro* all the court 5 
Then to the bowVs of great Semiramis, 
Retire for ever from the treacherous world. 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes. 
And feek in folitudc a calm repofe: 
Nor prayVs, nor tears, (hall my rcfolves controul. 
Nor love itfclf, that tyrant of the foul. 

[Exeunf. 



End of the FjrstAct, 
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ACT IL 

CASSANDEIt, PoLYPERCHOlf. 

Cassander. 

HE comesj the headlong Alexander c6mes j 
The Gods forbid him Babylon in vain ; 
In vain do prodigies foretell his fall. 
Attended by a throng of fcepter'd flavcs. 
This rapid conqu'ror of the ravaged globe. 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger^ 

POLYPERCHON. 

Why all this noifc— ye partial powers declare — » 
Thefe ftarts of nature, at a tyrant's doom ? 
Is AlpXander of fuch wond'rous moment. 
That heav'n Ibould feel the wild alarms of fcar^ 
And jfate itfelf become a baSbler for him ? 

Cassander* 

Cas*d in the very arms we faw him wear. 

The fpirit of his father haunts the court, 

In all^the majcfty of folemn forrow. 

The awful fpeftre fixM his eyes upon me, 

WavM his pale hand — and, threatful (hook hXi 

head, 
Groan'd out, forbear, and vanifli'd from my view. 
A fear till tfien unknown poflcfs*d my fouL 
AndfickVmg nature trembled at the fight! 

Poly PER CHON. 

Why Ihould you tremble? — Had the yawning 

earth 
JLaid all the tortures of the damn'd befor0 me, 

: B My 
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My foul, uhfliakcn in her firm refolvc, 

Wou'd brave thofc tortures, andpurfuethe tyrant. 

Cassander. 

Yes, Polyperchon, he this night (ball die ; 
Our plots,. in fpite of prodigies, advance; 
Succefs attends us. — Oh, it joys my foul ! 
To deal deft ru£tion like the hand of Heav'n, 
Felt while unfccn. 

POLVPERCHON, 

Ay there's the thing, Caflander. 
Fear and diftraAion thro* the court prevail ; 
The Perfians all diflatisfied appear ; 
Loudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs. 
And fiercely cenfure Alexander's falfehood. 

Cassander* 

I know he loves Statira more than life ; 
And when he hears the folcmn vow (he made. 
The oath that bars her from his fight for ever, 
Remorfe aWd horror will at once invade him. 
Rend his wreck'd foul, and ru(h him into madnefs* 

PoLYPERCHOIf. 

Of that anon — the court begins to thicken ; 

From evVy province of the wide Ipread earth, 

Ambaffaddrs in Babylon are met ; 

As if mankind had previoufly agreed 

To compliment the tyrant's boundlefs pride, 

And hold a folcmn fynod of the world, 

Where Alexander like a god (hould diftatc. 

Cassander. 
We muft away, or mingle with the crowd. 
Adore this god till apt ocoifion calls. 
To make him what he wou'd bethought — immor- 

^■. SCENE 
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S C EN E II. 

A Symphany of warlike Mufic, 
Clytus, Aristander, in his Robes. 

Aristander. 
Haftc, reverend Cly tus, , hafte and ftop the king. 

•ClytuiI. '' 

Already is he enter'd,- and the throng 
Of princes chat furround hinfi is fo great, 
They keep at diftance all that would approach. 

Aristander. 

Were he encircled by the gods themfclves, 
I mud be heard, for death awaits his ftay. 

Cl-YTUS, 

PMce yourfelf here then, for behold he comes. 

. SCENE IIL . 

Alexander in a triumphal Carr, drawn by black 
flaves. Trophies and warlike Enfigns in pro- 
cefTion before him. Clytus, Hepheftion, Lyfi- 
machus, Ariftander, Captives, Guards^ and 
Attendants. 

Sec the conquering hero conies, 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drtims ^ 

Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
iSports of triumph to him fing. 

P 9 See 
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See the godlike youth advance. 
Breath the flute, and lead tbe dance i 

Myrtle wreath, and rofes twine, - 
To depl^ the hero's brow divine. 



Hephestiov. 
Hail, forj of Jova ! great Alexander hail f 

Alexander, 
Jlife all ; and thou, nqr fecond felf, my friend^ . 
D my Hepheftion ! raife tfaee from the earth ! 
Come to my arnas, and hide thee in my heart i 
I^e^rer, yetpcarer, elfe.thoalov'ft me qot. 

Hephestjeon. 

Not love my king ! bear wittucfe all ye powers. 
And let your thunder nail me to (be centre^ 

If facred fricndftiip ever burn'd more brightly ! 

Immortal bofoms can alone admit 

A flftme more pure, more permanent than mine,' 

Ale,xanp:5r, 

Thou dearer to ine than my groves of laurel, 
} know thou lav'ft thy Alexander more 
^h^n Clytus does, the king» 

LVSIMACHUS, 

Now for my fate I . 
I fee that death awaits me — yet I'll on. 
Pread fir, I c^ft me at your royal, feef. 

AlfSXANDEK, 

Iflife, my Lyfirpachufi ; thy veins and nojine. 
From the fame fountain 1)3 vc derived iheirftr^amSt 
I§ flQt that Clytus-rr 
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Clytus. 

Your old faithful foldicr. 

Alexander, 

Clytus, thy hand. — Thus» double arm'd, methinks 
I ftand trecnendous as the Lybiaa God, 
Who, while his prieftsand I qtmff'd facrcd blood, 
Aeknowledg'd me his fon. My lightening thou, 
An4 thou my mighty thunder. I hayefeea 
Thy glittering fwprd out«fly ccekftial fire ; 
And when Tve cry*d» begone and execute, 
Fve feen him run fwifter than ftarting hinds. 
Nor bent the tender grafs beneath his feet. 

Lysimachus. • 

When fame invites, and Alexander leads;. 
Dangers and toils but animate the brave* 

Clytus, 

Perifli the foldier inglorious and defpis'd. 

Who ft^ts from either, when the king crie$4-oo. 

Alexander. 

O Clytus ! O my noble veteran I 
'Twas, I remember, when I pafsM the Granicus, 
Thy arm prefcrv*d me, from unequal force. 
When fierce Icanor and the bold Rhefaccs, 
Fell both upon me, with two mighty blows. 
And clove my tempered helmet quite afundfir^ 
Then, like a God, flew Oy tus to my aid. 
Thy thunder ftruck Rhefaces to the ground. 
And turned with ready vengeance on Icanor. 

Clytus. 

To your own deeds that vi(5lory you owe, 
And fure your arms did never boafta noWer. 

Alex- 
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Alexander. 
By Heav'o thcyi never did : thejr never can : 
And I am prouder to have pafs'd that ftream. 
Than to have drove a million 6*er the plain. 
Can none remember.? jYcs, I know all muft ; 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, ftood 
JPerch*d on my beaver in. the Granick flood ; 
When fortune's fclf my ftandard trembling bore, 
And che pale fates ftood frighted on the (hore s - 
When each Immortal on the billows rode, 
And I myfclf appeared the leading God. 

Hafte, firft of heroes, frpm this fatal place ; 
Far, far from Babylon^ enjoy your triumph. 
Or all the glories, which your youth has won, 
Are blafted in their fpring, 

Alexander. 

ui What mean thy fears ? 

And**vhy that wild diftradtion on thy brow ? 

Aristander, 

This morn, great king, I viewM the angry fky, . 

And, frighted at the direful prodigies, 

To Orofmades for inftruftion flew •, 

But as I pray*d, deep echoing groans 1 heard. 

And flirieks as of thedamn'd that howl for fin. 

Shocked at the omen, while amaz'd J lay. 

In proftrate rev'rence on the trembling floor. 

Thus, in a voice like thunder, fpoke the God ; 

The brighteft glory of imperial man, 

The pride of nations, and the boaft of famc» 

Remorfenefs fate in Babylon has doQm'd 

To fudden and irrevocable ruin. 
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ALEXAtJD'ER. 

If Heaveii orckins that Babylon muft fall. 
Can I prevent th* immuuble decree ? 

S C E TSr E IV. 
Alexakdr, Clytus, Lysimachus, PerdiccaS; 

Perdiccas. 
O horror ! horror ! Dreadful and portentous ! 

Alexander. 
How now Perdiccas, whence this exclamation ? 

Perdiccas. 

As Meleager and myfelf this morn. 

Led forth the Perfian horfe to exercifc. 

We heard a noife as of a rufhing wind ; 

When fuddenly a flight of baleful birds. 

Like a thick cloud, obfcur'd the face of hcav'n : 

On founding wings from difPrent parts they flew, 

Encount'ring met, and battled in the air i 

Their talons clafli'd, their beaks gave . mighty 

blows. 
And (how'rs of blood fell copious from their 

wounds. 

Alexander. 
Though all the curtains of the fky were drawn. 
And the ftars wink, young Ammon flxall go on ; 
While my Statira (hines I cannot ftay. 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way. 
And herbright eyes create another day. 

Lysimachus. 
Vouchfafc, dread fir, to hear my humble fuif, 
A prince intrcats it, and, what's more, yoyr kinP 
man. 

Alex- 
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Alexander. 
A foldier aflcs it» that's the nobleft datm. 

Lysimachus. 

For all the fcrviccs my fword has done. 
Humbly I beg the princcfs Paiiratis« 

Alexander. 

Lyfimachus no more — it is not well. — • 

My word, you know, was to Hephedion giv*n ; 

How dare you then—- but lee me hear no more on't. 

Lysimachus, 

At your command to fcale th' ecnbattled wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy*d ftandard from the foe. 
When has Hepheftion flown with warmer zeal ? 
* "When did he leave Lyfimachus behind ? 
Thcfe I have done, for thefe were in my pow'r ; 
But when you charge me to renounce my love, 
And from my thoughts to banifli Parifatis ; 
Obedience there becomes impoffible. 
Nature revolts, and my whole foul rebels. 

Alexander. 
It does, brave fir !-^then hear me, and be dumb. 
When by my order curft Califthcnes 
Was as a tray tor doom-d to live in torments, 
Your pity fped him in defpight of me. 
Think not I have forgot your infolence j 
No, tho* I pardon'd it. — Yet, if again 
Thou dar'ft to crofs me with another crime, 
The bolts of fury (hall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean time — think not of Parifatis 5 
For if tliou doft — by the immortal Ammon I 
rU not regard that blood of mine thod &af ^ftj 
But ufe thee as the vileft Macedonianu 

Lysima* 



Digitized by 



Google 



A T R A G E V* 1^1 

Lysimachus. 
I knew you partial, ere I mov*d my fuit 5 
Yet know, it Ihakeft not my decermiu'd purpofe ; 
While I have life and ftrcngch to wield a fword, 
I never will forego the glorious claim, 

Alexander. 
Againft my Yifc : ha ! trsucor, was it lb: 
'Tis faid that I am rafti* of hafty humour ; 
But I appeal to the immortal Gods, 
If ever petty» poor, provincial lord. 
Had temper like to mine ? My flave, whom I 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats, 

Clytus. 

Forgive, dread fir, the frantic warmth of lovc; 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
Wou*4 die a thoufand deaths^ to fcrve his prince^ 
And juftify his loyalty and trdth. 

LVSIMACHUS, 

I meant his-minion there, fliould feel my arm. , 
Love claims his blood, nor fiiall he live to triumph 
In that deftrudion that awaits his rival. 

ALEXANDREjEt. 

I pardon thee, for my old Clytus* lake. 
But if once more, thou mention thy rafli lovc^ 
Or dar*ft attempt Hepheftion's precious life, 
FU pour fuch ftorms of indignation on thee, 
Philotas rack, Califthcnes difgrace. 
Shall be delight to what thou (bait endure. 

Clytits. 
My lorcj, the gged queen, with Parifatis* 
Conie to .congratulate your fafe arrival. 

E Entef 
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S C E N E VI. 

Alexander, Clytus, Hephestion, Sysigambis, 
and Pari SATIS. 

Alexander. 

thou, the bcft of women, Syfigambis, 
Source of nay joy, bleft parent of my love ! 

Sysigambis. 

In humble duty to the Gods and you. 
Permit us, fir, with gratitude to kneel. 
Thro* you the royal houfe of Perfia (bines, 
Rai$'d from the depth of wrctchcdnefs and ruin. 
In all the fplendor of imperial greatnefs. 

Alexander. 
To meet me thus was generoufly done ; 
But ftill there wants to crown my happinefs^ 
That treafure of my foul, my dear Statira ; 
Had (he but come to n^ect her Alexander, 

1 had b^en blcil indeed^ 

Clytus, 
Now who ihaU dare 
To tell him of the queen's vow ? 
Alexander. 

How fares 
My love P-^-Ha ! none anfwer me ! all filent ! 
A fudden horror, like a bolt of ice. 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the feat of life, 

. , Hephestion. 

I would relate it, but my courage fails me. 

Alexanper. 
Why ftand you all as you were rooted here ? 
What will none anfwer ? my Hephcftipn filent ! 
Jf thou haft any love for Alexander j 

If 
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If ever I oblig'd thee by my care. 

When thro* the field or death my eye has watch'd 

thee, 
Rcfolve my doubts, and refcue me from madnefs. 
Hephestion. 

Your mourning queen has no difeafe but grief, 
Occafion*d by the jealous pangs of love. 
She heard, dread fir, (for what can Ycape a lover) 
That you, regardlefs of your vows at Sufa, 
Had to Roxana's charms refign'd your hearty 
And rcvcird in the joys you once forfwore. 

Alexander. 

I own the fubtle forcerefs, in my riot. 
My reafon gone, feduc*d me to her bed ; 
But when I wak'd, I (hook the Circe off, 
Tho* the enchantrefs held me by the arm. 
And wept and gaz'd with all the force of love : 
Nor griev'd I left for that which I had done. 
Than when at Thais fuit, enrag'd with wine, 
I fet the fam'd Perfepolis on fire. 
Hephestion. 

Your queen Statira, in the rage of grief. 
And agony of defpVatc love, has fworn. 
Never to it^ your majefty again. 

Alexander. 

O ! madam, has fhe, has Statira fworn. 
Never to fee her Alexander more ? 
Impoffible! fhecou'dnot, wou'd notfwear iu 
Is (he not gentle as the guilelefs infant. 
Mild as the genial breezes of the fpring. 
And fofcer than the melting fighs of love ? « . 

Parisatis. 
With forrow, fir, I heard the folemn vow % 
My mother heard it, and in vain adjur'd her, 
Jiy every^tendcr motive, to recall it. 

E 2 Svsi'* 
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Sysioambis. 

But with that ficrcencfs Ihc refents her wrongs. 
Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence. 
That I could wifli your majcfty forget her. 

AI.B3CANDER. 

Ha ! could you wi(fa n>e to forget Statira f 
The ftar, which brightens Alexander's life. 
His guide by day, aAd goddefs of bis nights ! 
1 feel her now ; fhe beats in every pulfe. 
Throbs at my heart, and circles with my blood* ' 

Sysioambis. 

Have patience, fon, and truft toHcav*n and me j 
If my authority has any influence, 
I will exert it, and (he (ball be yours. 

Alexander. 

Hafte, madam, hafte, if you would have me live., 
Fly, ere, for cvcr^ (he abjure the world, 
And (lop the fad proceftion *, and Pari&tis, 
Hang thou about her, wa{h her feet with tears. 
Nay, hafte j the breath of Gods, and eloquence 
Of angels, go along with you. Oh ! my heart I 

S CE N E V. 

Lysimachus, Alexander, Clytus. 

Lysimachus. 

Now let your majefty, who feels the pangs , 
Of difappbintcd love, rcfleft on mine* 

Alexander. 
Ha! 

Clytus. 

What are you mad ? Is this a time to plead ? 

Lysi* 
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Lysimachus. 
The proper'!): time ; he dares not now be pirdal. 
Left Heav'n, in juftice, (hould avenge my wrongSt 
And douUe ev'ry pang which he feels no w« 

Alexander. 

Why doft thou tempt me thus to thy undoing ? 
Death thou (houldft have, werc^ it not courted fb. 
But know, to thy confuGon, that my word. 
Like deftiny, aamits of no repeal : 
Therefore in chains Oialt thou behold the nuptials 
OfmyHepheC^ion. Guards, take him prifoner. 

Lysimachus. 

Away, ye flaves, Pll not refign my fword^ 
Till firft I've drench'd it in my rival's bloods 

Alexander. 

I charge ^rou kill him not ; take him alive : 
The dignity of kings is now conc^rn'd, ' 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 

Clytus. 
Kneel~for I fee rage ligbt'ning in hi^yes. 

Lysimachus. 
I neither hope, nor will I fue for pardon ; 
Had I my fword and liberty again, 
^gain I wouW attempt his favourite's heart. 

Alexander. 
Hence, from my fight, and bear him to a dungeon; 
Pcrdiccas, give this lion to a lion ; 
None fpcak for him •, fly j ftop his mouth, away. 



SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

ClYTUS, AlBXANDER, HEPHfiSTIOfT. 

Clytus. 
This comes of women — the rcfult of love. 
Yet were I heated now with wine, I doubt 
I ffiould be preaching in this fool's behalf. 
Alexander. 

Come hither, Cly tus, and my friend Hephcftion ; 
I^end me your arms, for I am fick o* th* fuddcn. 
I fear, betwixt Statira's cruel vows» 
And fond Roxana's arts, your king will falL 

Clytus. 

Better the race of women were deftroyed. 
And Ferfia funk in everlafting ruin. 

Hephestiok. 

Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your head» 
As if you purposed to forfake the worlds 
Which you have greatly won. 

Alexander. 

Wou'd I had not ; 
There^s no true Joy in fuch unwcildy fortune.^ 
Eternal gazers lading troubles make ; 
All find my fpots, but few obfervc myi3rightnefs. 
Stand from about me all, and give me air I 
Yes, I will (hake this Cupid from my foul ; 
rU fight the feeble God with war's alarms, 
Qr drown his pow'r in fields of hoftile blood. 
Grant me, great Mars, once more in arms to (hine, 
^nd break, like lightening, thro' th' embattled lines 
'i'hro* fields of death to whirl the rapid tarr. 
And blaze amidft the thunder of the war •, 
Refiftlefs as the bolt, that rends the grove. 
Or greatly perilh like the fon of Jove* 

End of the Sec o n orA c t. 
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ACT HI. SCENE r. 

An open Court. Trutnptf ts founding a dead March; 

Lysi^achus led prifoner* Eumenes> Perdiccas, 
Parisatis, and Guards. 

Par^satis. 

Stay, roy Lyfimachus ! a momcftt ftay ! 
O whither art thou going ! — ^Hold a moment ! 
Unkind ! thou know'ft my life was wrapt in thine. 
Why would'ft thou then to worfe than death cx- 
pofc me ? 

Lysimachus. 

may'ft thou live in joys without allay! 
Grant it, ye Gods 1 a better fortune waits thee j 
Live and enjoy it— 'tis my dying wifli^ 

While to the grave the loft Lyfimachus 
Alohe retires, and bids the world adieu. 

Parisatis. 
Even in that grave will Parifatis join thee : 
Yes, cruel man \ not death itfclf fliall part us 5 
A mother^s pow*r, a fitter's foft'ning tears. 
With all the fury of a tyrant's frown. 
Shall not compel me to outlive thy lofs. 

Lysimachus. 
Were I to live till nature's felf decayed. 
This wondVous wafte of unexampled love, 

1 never could repay. — ^O Parifetis \ 

Thy charms might fire a coward into courage 5 
How muft they aft then on a foul like mine ? 
Defencelefs and unarm'd, I fight for thee. 
And may, perhaps, compel th' aftonilh'd world. 

And 
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And force the king to own that I deferve thee: 
Eumenes, take the princefs to thy charge % 
Away» PerdiccaS) all my foul's on fire. 

SCENE II. The Palac*. 
RoxANA, Cassander. 

ROXANA. 

Deferted! faid^ftthou? for a girl abandon^ ! 
A puny gtrl made up of watry elements 1 
Shall (he embrace the god of my defires. 
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ? 

Cassander. 
O princefs ! had you feen his wild defpatr t 
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow» 
Words wou'd but wrong the agonies he felt : 
He fainted thrice, and life fcem'd fled for evf r ;, 
And when by our affiduous care recaird. 
He fnatch'd his fword, and aim*d it at his breaft. 
Then rail'd at you with moft unheard of curies. 

• Roxana. 
If I forget it, may'ft thou, Jove, deprive m? 
Of vengeance, make me the moft wretched thing 
On earth, while living, and when dead, the lowcft 
And blackeft of the fiends. 

Cassander. . 
^ Oh nobly faid, 
Juft is the vengeance which infiames your foul | 
Your wrong$ demand it— but let reafon govern, 
This wild cage i\& may difappoiat your aims. 

Roxana. 
Away, away, and give a whirlwind room ; 
Madnefs but meanly reprefcnts my toil ♦, 
Pride, indignation, fury and contempt. 
War in my breaft, and torture me to naadpcfs. 

Cas- 
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Cassander. 

think not I wou'd check your boldeft flights ; 
No — I approve 'em, and will aid your vengeance. 
But, princefs, let us chufe thefafeftcourfe, . 
Or we may give our foes new caufe of triumph^ 
Should they difcover, and prevent our purpofe. 

ROXANA. 

Fear not, Caflandcr, nothing (hall prevent it; 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My foul from childhood has afpir'd to empire ; 
In early non-age I was us'd to reign 
Among my (he companions : I defpis'd 
The trifling arts, and little wiles of women. 
And taught *em, with an Amazonian fpirit. 
To win the fteed^ to chafe the foaming boar. 
And conquer man, the lawlefs charter'd favage. 

Cassander. 

Her words^ her looks, her every motion fires me ! 

Roxana. 

But when I heard of Alexander's fame. 
How with a handful he had vanquifli'd millions^ 
Spoil'd all the Eaft, and captive held our queens ; 
While, like a god, unconqucr'd by their charms. 
With heav'nly pity he aflVag'd their woes, 
Dry'd up their tears, and footh*d 'em into peace; 

1 hung attentive on my father's lips, 

And wi(h'd him tell the wond'rous tale again. 
No longer pleafing were my former fports ; 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd. 
Involuntary fighs heav'd in my breafl:. 
And glowing blulhes crimfon'd on my cheek ; 
Ev'n in myflumbers I have often mourn'd. 
In plaintive founds, and murmur'd Alexander. 

F Cas- 
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Cassander. 
Curfe on his name — (he dotes upon hitn ftilL 

ROXANA. 

At length this conqueror to Zogdia came. 
And, cover'd o'er with laurels, ftorm'd the city : 
But, Oh ! Caflander, where (hall I find words 
To paint the cxtatic tranfports of my foul ! 
When, midft a circle of unrivaPd beauties, 
I faw myfelf diftinguifh'd by the hero. 
With artlcfs rapture I received his vows. 
The warmeft fure that ever lover breathed. 
Of fervent love, and everlafting truth, 

Cassander. 

And need you then be told, thofe times are paH I 
Statira now engroflfes all his thoughts : 
The Perfian queen, without a rival, reigns 
Sole miftrefs of his heart — nor can thy charms. 
The brighteft fure that ever woman boafted. 
Nor all his vows of everlafting love. 
Secure Roxana from difdain and infult. 

Roxana. 

O ! thou haft rouz'd the lion in my foul ; 
Ha ? fhall the daughter of Darius hold him ? 
Shall that weak Semele embrace my Jove ? 

Cassander^. 

Oh queen ! exert, exert that tdw'ring fpirit. 
By nature form'd to keep the world in awe. 

Roxana. 

Yes, *tis refolv'd ; I will refurae my fphere. 
Or, falling, fpread a general ruin round me» 
Roxana and Statira, they are names 

That 
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That muft for evcrjarr, like clafhing clouds ; 
When they encounter, thunders muft ^nfue. 

Cassand£R. 

Behold, Ihc comes, in all the pomp of forrow. 
Determined to fulfil her folemn vow ! 

SCENE III. 
RoxANA, Sysigambis, Statira; 

ROXANA. 

Away, and let us mark th* important fcenc, 
Sysigambis; 

b my Statira! how has paffion changed thee ! 
Think in the rage of difappointed love. 
If treated thus, and hurried to'extremes, 
What Alexander may denounce againft us j 
Againft the poor remains of loft Darius ! 

Statira, 

O fear noj: that, I know he will be kind. 

For my fake kind, to you and Parifatis. 

Tell him I railM not at his falfchood to me, 

But with my parting breath fpoke kindly of him i 

Tell him I wept at our divided loves, 

Andy fighing, fent a laft forgivenefs to him. 

Sysigambis. 

No i I can ne*er again prefumc to meet him. 
Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 
If thou rcfufc to fee him — O Statira ! 
Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country. 
Claim thy regaVd, and challenge thy compaffion j 
IJcar us, my child, and lift us from defpair, 

F ? St A- 
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Statira. 

Thus low, T caft me at your royal feet, 
To bath them with my tears ; or, if you pleafc, 
ril let out life, and^waQi 'em with my. blood. 
But,! conjure yop, not to rack my foul. 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfeft madnefs 5 
Should now Darius' awful, ghoft appear. 
And you, my mother, ftand befceching by, 
I would perfifl: to death, and keep my vow, 

ROXANA. 

This fortitude of foul compels my wonder. 

Sysigambis. 

Hence, from my fight ! ungrateful wretch, h^ 

gone! 
And hide thee where bright virtue never flione | 
For, in the fight'of Heaven, I here renounce^ ' 
And caft thee off an alien to my blood* 

SCENE IV. 
RoxANA, Statira. 

RoXANA. 

Forgive, great queen, th* intrufion of ,a ftranger | 

With grief Roxan^ fees Statira weep ; 

I've heard, and much applaud your ftx*d refolve^ 

To quit the world foir Alcxamder's lake ; 

And yet I fear, fo greatly he. adores you>. 

That he will rather chufe to di^e of focrow,. 

Than live for the diefpi^'d Roxanafs^charms, 

Statira. 
Spare, madam, fpare your counterfeited fears ; 
You ktiow your beauty, and have prov'd its pow'rj 
Tho* humbly born, have you not captive h^d, ^ 
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In love's foft chains, the cofiqu'ror of the world ? 
Away to libertines, and bo^ft thy cobqueft 5 
A ftianicful conqueft : in bis hours of riot, 
When wine prevail'd, and virtue loft its influcnc?| 
Then, only then, Roxana coftld fufpri?e 
^y Alexandcr-5 heart, 

Roxana. 

AfFefted girl, 
Tb fome romantic grove's fequefter'd glooni. 
Thy fickly virtue wou'd, it icems, retire. 
To Ihun the triumphs of a favoured rival. 
In vain thou fly'ft-r—for there, cvV there HI haunj 

thee! 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night : 
There (halt thou bear, m what extatic joys, 
Roxana revels with the firft of oi^n -, 
And as thou hcar^ft the rapturous fcene recited, 
"With frantic jealoufy thou'h madly curfc 
yhy own weak charms, that cqu*d not fix the 

rover, 

Statira. 

How weak is woman ! at the dorm fhelhrinks, 
Preads the drawn fword, and trembles at the thun- 
der; 
Yet when ftroftg jealoufy inflames her fotrl, 
The fword may glitter, and the tempeft roar. 
She fcorns the danger, and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee. — Thou haft fir'd my foul. 
And rais'd a ftorin beyond thy pow'r to lay 5 
Soon (halt thou tremble at the dire efFefts, 
ifind cucfe, too late, the folly that undid thee, 

Roxana. 

Sure thedifdaih'd Statira dares not mean it. 

Sta- 
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Statira. 
By all my hopes of happinefs I dare : 
And know, proud woman, what a mother's 

threats, 
A fitter's fighs, and Alexander's tears, 
Cou'd not efFeft, thy rival rage hath done: 
rU fee the king, in fpight of all I fwore, 
Tho* curft, that thou may'ft never fee him more. 

S C E N E V. 
Alexandr, Hephestion, Clytus, Statira, 

ROXANA. 

Alexander. 
O n>y Statira ! — thou rclcntlefs fair ! 
Turn thine eyes on me — ^I would talk to them : 
What (hall I fay to work upon thy foul ? 
What words, what looks, can melt thee to forw 
givenefs? - 

Statira. 
Talkof Roxana, and the conquered Indies ; 
Thy great adventures, anc} fuccefsful Jove, / 

And I will liftcn to the rjp^Vous tale ; 
But rather (hun me, (hun a dcfperate wretch, 
Refign'd to forrow, and eternal woe. 

Alexander. 
O ! I could die, with tranfport, die before thee ! 
Wou'dft thou but, as I lay convuls'd in death, 
Caft a kitjd look, or drop a tender tear. 
Say, but 'twas pity, one fo fam'd in arms. 
One who has Ycap'd a thoufand deaths in battle. 
For the firft fault, fliould fall a wretched viftiqi. 
To jealous anger, ^nd offended love. 

Rox- 
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ROXANA. 

Am I then falPn fo low in thy cftcem, • 
That for another thou wouMft rather die. 
Than live for me ? — How am I altered, tell me. 
Since laft at Sufa, with repeated oaths. 
You fwore the conqueft pf the world, afiprded 
Lefsjoy, lefs glory, than Roxana's love. 

Alexander. 

Take, take that conquered world, difpofe of 

crowns. 
And canton out the empires of the globe ; 
But leave me, madam, with repentant tears,. 
And undiffembted forrows, to ajone 
The wrongs I've ofFer'd-to this injured excellence; 

ROXANA. 

Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art ! 
Bane to my.life, and murd'rer of my peace ; 
I will be gone ; this laft difdain has cur'd me* 
But have a care — I warn you not to truft me. 
Or by the Gods that witnefs to thy perjuries, 
rU raife a Hre, that (hall confume you both, 
Tho* I partake the ruin. 

S C E N E VI. 

Statira, Alexander, Sysigambis, Clytits. 

Statira. 

Alexander ! 
Immortal Gods I can guilt appear fo lovely ? 
Yet, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. 

Alexander. 
Forgive me all ! — O catch the heavenly founds ; 
Catch 'em ye winds, and, as you fly, difperfc 

'• The 
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The rapturous tidings, thro* the extended worlaj 
That all may (hare in Alexander's joy. 

Sysioambis.. 
Now all thy mother's blefling fall upon thee. 
My ever dear, my beft belov'd Scatira. 

Alexander. 

is it then giv'n me, thus to touch thy hand. 
And prefs thy beauties to my panting bofom, 
To gaze upon thy feyes, and tafte thy breath ? 
While cv'ry figh comes forth fo fraught with 

fwccts, 
*Tis incenfe to be offered to a God. 

Statira.. 
Yes,' dear deceiver, I forgive thee all. 
But longer dare pot hear thy charming tongue ; 
For while I hear thee, nly refolvcs give way : 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laft farewel j 
Farewel, my love. — Eternally farewel ! 
Alexander. 

my Hephcftion, bear me, or I firik. 
Why, why Statira, will you ufe me thus ? 

1 know the caufe, my working brain divines it % 
Vou fay you've pardon'd, but with this referve^ 
Kever again to blefs me with your love. 

Statira. 

All-feeing Heav'n fupport me. 

Alexander. 

Speak to me. 
Speak to me, love, tho* baniftimcnt and death ' 
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronounces 
The'mufic will a while fufpend my pains. 
And mitigate the horrors of defpair. 
O ! 'cou'd I fee you thus ! 

Sta. 
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Statira. 

Why did I fwear ! his Ibrrows wound my hearty 
Soft pity pleads, and I again muft love him ; 
But I have fworn, and therefore cannot yield. 

Alexakder. 
Go then, inhuman, triumph in my pains. 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched hearty 
For now 'tis plain you never lov*d. Statira ! 
O ! I cou*d found that charming cruel name. 
Till the tir*d echo faint with repetition ; 
Till all the breathlefs groves, and quiet myrtles. 
Shook with my fighs, as if a tempeft bow'd 'em. 
Ever Statira ! nothing but Statira ! 

Statira. - 

Such was his looks, fo melting was his voice. 
Such his foft fighs, and his deluding tears. 
When with that plcafing pcrjur'd breath avowing,^ 
His whifpers trembled thro* my cred'lous cars. 
And told the ftory of my utt'er ruin. 
Gods ! if I ftay, I fliall again believe : 
Farewel, thou greatcft pleafure, greatcftpain. 

Alexander. 
I charge ye, ftay her •, ftay her by the Gods — 
O tiirn thee, thou bewitching brightncfs, turn ; 
Hear my laft words, and fee my dying pangs. 
Lo 1 at your feet, behold 9 manarch falls, 
A prince, who gave the conquered world to thee. 
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the 

gift ; 
Whofe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy fmiles. 
Now flirunk and blafted by thy cruel hate. 
Untimely falls. Yet, Oh ! when thou ftialt die. 
May death be mild as thou art cruel now j 

G And 
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And may thy beauties gently fink to earthy 
While circling angels waft thee to repofe. - 

Sysigambis. 

Art thou turn'd favage ? Is thy heart of marble ? 
But if this pofture move thee not to pity, 
I never will fpeak more. 

Alexander. 

O my Statira ! 
1 fwear, my queen, I'll not outlive our parting. 
My foul grows ilill as death. Say, wilt thou 

pardon ? 
Tis all I a(k. Wilt thou forgive the tranfports 
Of a deep wounded heart, and all i^ well ? 

Statira. 

Rife, and may Heav'n forgive you, like Statira* 

Alexander. 

You are too gracious. — Clytus, bear me hence. 
When I am laid i' th* earth yield her the world. 
There's fomething here, that heaves as cold as ice. 
That ftops my breath. Farcwcl, farcwel for ever ! 
Statira. 

Hold off, and let me run into his arms : 
My life, my lovc^ my lord, my Alexander, 
If thy Statira's love can give thee joy. 
Revive, and be immortal as the Gods. 

Alexander. 
My fluttering heart, tumultuous with Its blifs, 
Wou'd leap into thy bofom : 'tis too much. 
P let me prefs thee in nciy eager arms. 
And ftrain thee hard to my tranfported breaft. 

Statira. 
But /hall Roxana-^ 

Alex* 
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Alexander. 

Let her not be nam*d« 
O ! madam how (hall I repay your goodnefs ? 
And you, my fellow warriors, who cou*d weep 
For your loft king ? But talk of griefs no more. 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all. 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave. 
Without diftinftion come, and fliarc my joy, 

Clytus. 
Excufe me, fif, if I for once am abfent. 

Alexander. 

Excufe thee, Clytus ? none (hall be excus'd. 
All revel out the day, 'tis my command. 
Gay as the Perfian God ourfclf will ftand. 
With a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand ; 
Young Ammon and Statira (hall go round. 
While antic meafures beat the burthen'd ground, 
And to the vaulted ikies ppr trjjmpets clangors 
founds 



J£nd op the Third Act* 
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ACT IV. 

CtYTus, Hephestion, Eumenes*^ 



u 



Clytus. 
R G E me no more, I hate the Pcrfian drefs. 
Nor Ihould the king be angry at the 



revVence 



I owe my country ;— facred are her cuftoms. 
And honed Clytus will to death obfcrve 'cm» 
O let me rot in Macedonian rags, . 
Or, like Califthenes, be cag*d for life. 
Rather than (bine in falhions of the E^ft. 

EUMENES. 

Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend, intrcat youj 
Hephestion. 

What virtue is there that adorns a throne. 
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man. 
Which Ihincs not brightly in our rpyal matter f 
And yet perverfcly you*ll oppofe his will. 
And thwart an innocent unhurtful humour, 

Cl-YTUS. 

Unhurtful ! Oh ! 'tis monftrous afFeftation | 
Pre<ynant with venom, in its nature black. 
And not to be excused !— Shall man, weak man, 
Exaa the reverence which we pay to Heaven ! *^ 
And bid his fellow creatures fcncel before him. 
And yet be innocent ? Hepheftion, no! 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 
Jnfults our rcafon, and provokes the Gods. 

EvMB-; 
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EUMENES; 

Yet what was Jove, the God whom wc adore ? 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heav*n 
For genVous a£ks, and virtues more than human? 

Hephestion. 

By all his thunder, and his fov'reign powV, 
ril not believe the world yet ever felt 
An arm like Alexander's, — Not that God 
You nam*d, tho' riding in a carr of fire, 
Cou'd in a (horter fpace do greater deeds. 
Or more efieftually have taught mankind^ 
To bend fubmifllve, and confefs his fway. 

Clytus. 

I tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the king 
As well as you, or any foldier here ; 
yet I difdain to footh his growing pride ; 
,The hero charms me, but the God oflfcnds. 

Hephestion. 
yhen go pot to the banquet. 
♦ Clytus. 

I was bid. 
Young minion, was I not, as well as you ? 
)'ll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus. 
And laugh and drink the king's health heartily i 
And while you, blufhing, bow your heads to 

' carthi -^ • 
And hide 'em in the duft — I'll ftand ereft. 
Straight as a fpear, the pillar of my country, 
^nd be by fo much nearer to the Gods, 

Hephestion, 
But iee, the king kppears. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Alexander, Statira, Svsigambis, Parisatis, 
and Attendants. 

Parisatis. 

Oh gracious monarch ! 
Spare him, O fpare Lyfimachus*s life ! 
I know you will — the brave delight in mercy, 

.Alexander, 
Shield me, Statira, fhicld mc from her forrows, 

Parisatis. 
Save him, O faveliim, ere it be too late ; 
Speak the kind word, let not yourfoldierperilh, 
For one ra{h aftion, by defpair occafionM ! 
ril follow thus, for ever on my knees ; 
You fhall not pafs. Statira ! intreat him ! 

Alexander. 

O ! madam, take her, take her from aboijt ipc ! 
Her ftreaming eyes affail my vpry foul, '/ 
And ihakc my Ipeft refolvcs, 

Statira. 

Did I not break 
Thro' all for you ? Nay, now my lord, you mud:. 
By all th* obedience I have paid you long. 
By allfyourpaffion, fighs, and tender looks, 

favc a prince, whofc only crime is love. 

Svsigambis. 

1 had not joined in this bold fuit, my fon. 
But that it adds new luftre to your honour?^ 

Alexander. 

Honour ! what's that ! has not Statira faid it ? 
Were I the king qf the blue firmament, 

3 And 
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And the bold Titans fliould again make war, 
Tho* my refiftlefs thunders were prepared. 
By all the Gods (he (hould arreft my arm, 
Uplifted to deftroy *em. Fly, Hcpheftion : 
Fly, Clytu*; fnatch him from the jaws of death. 
And to the royal banquet brijig him ftreight. 
Bring him in triumph, fit for loads of honour. 

SCENE III. 

Statira, Alexander.^ 

Statira. 

my lovM lord ! why are you thus obliging. 
Beyond expreffion, kind ? 

Alexander. 

Excellent woman ? 
•Tis not in nature to fupport fuch joy. 

Statira. 

Go, my beft love, unbend you at the banquet : 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away ; 
While in the bowers of great Semiramis, 

1 drefs your bed with all the fwects of nature. 
And crown it, as the altar of our loves ; 
Where I will lay me down, and foftly mpurn, 
Bui never clofe my eyes, till you return. 

SCENE IV. 

Alexander. 

Is (he not more than mortal can dcfire ? 

As Venus lovely, and as Dian chafte ? 

And yet, I know not why, our parting (hocks me; 

A ghaftly palenefs fat upon her brow ; 

Her voice, hke dying echoes, fainter grew ; 

And 
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And as I wrung her by the rofy fingers, 
Methought the firings of mjr great heart were 

crack'd : 
What could it mean ? Forward, Leomadus, 

SCENE V. 
Alexander, Roxana, Cassandsr, Polyper* 

CHON, &C. 

Why, madam, gaze you thus ? 
Roxana. 

For a laft look. 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Roxana^s wrongs, on Alexander's mind. 

Al£xand:^Rw 
On to the banquet. 

S C E N E VI. 

Roxana, Cassander, Polyperchon 

Roxana. 

Ha ! with fuch difdain ! 
So unconcerned ! O I could tear myfelf. 
Him, you, and all the hateful world, to atoms: 
Cassander. 

Still keep this fpirit up, prcferve it ftill. 

And know us for your friends. We like your rage; 

*Tis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it 5 

Here, in the fight of Heaven, Caffander fwears, 

Unaw'd by death, to fecond your revenge. 

Speak but the word, and, fwift as thought can fiy, • 

The tyrant falls a vidim to your fury. 

Roxana. 

Shall he then die ? fliall I confent to kill him ? 
I, that have k>v'd him with that eager fondnefs. 
Shall I confent to have him bafely murder'd. 

And 
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' 'And fee him clafp'd in the cold arms, of death ? 
Worlds fliduld riot tempt me to the deed of horror. 

rOLYP^RCHON^ 

The \^cak fond fcruplcs of your lovt might pafs. 

Was not the empire of the world concern'd : 

But> madam, think when time Ihall teach his 

tongue. 
How will the glorious infant^ which you bear, 
Arraign his partial mother, for refufing 
To fix him on the throne, which here we offer? 

Gassander. 

if Alekarider lives, you cannot reign^ 
Nor will your child. Old Syfigaoibis plan^ 
Your fure deftruftion. Boldly then, prevent her^ 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies. 

PoLYPERCHOW; 

Not he alone, the Perfian race (hall bhcL 
At your command, one univerfal ruin, 
ShalV like a deluge, whelm the Eaftern world, 
Till glorioufly we raiTe you to the throne. 

ROXANA. 

But, till the mighty ruin be accompli (h'ci. 
Where can Roxana fly th* avenging arms 
Of thofe who miift fucceed this godlike man ? 

Cassander; 

WouM You vouchfafe in thefe expanded arms 
To feek a refuge, what cou'd hurt you here ? 
There you might reign, wich undiminiQi'd luflre^ 
Queen of the Eaft, and emprefs of my foul. 

H Rox. 
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ROXANA. 

. Difgrac'd Roxana f whither art thou f<ill!n ? 
Till this curft hour, I never was unhappy : 
There's not one mark of former majefty. 
To awe the fiave, that offers at my honour. 

Cassanper, 

Impute nor, madam, my unbounded paflion 
To want of rcvVcnce— I hate lov'd you Icwig. 

ROXANA. 

Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more,: 
Think'ft thou I'd leave the bofom of a God, 
And ftoop to thee, thou moving peace of earth ? 
Hence, from my fight, and never more prcfumc 
To meet my eyes ; for, mark nw, if thou dar'ft^ 
To Alexander I'll unfold thy treafon v 
Whofe life, in fpite of all his wrongs to me> 
Shall (till be facred, and above thy malice. 

Cassander, 
By your own life, the greateft oath, I fwear,; 
Callander's pafEon from this ho^r is dumb j 
And, as the beft atonement I can make, \ 

Scatira dies> the viftim of your vengeance. 

Roxana. 

Cafiander, rife, *tis ample expiation •^ 
Yes, rival, yes — ^this night (hall bethy laft. 
This night, I know, is deftin*d for thy tpiumphj; 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. 
Oh ! murd'rous thought I 

PoLirPERCHON* 

The bowVs of great Semiramis are made 
The fcene of love -, Perdiccas holds the guards 

i Cas** 
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s CASSAlirDER. 

Now is your time. While Alexander revels. 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot. 
To end her, and with her to end your fears, 
Give me but half the Zogdian flaves that wait you. 
And deem her dead. Nor fhall a foul efcape. 
That fervcs your rival to difpcrfe thft news. 

ROXANA, 

By me, they die, Pcrdlccas and Statira ; 
Hence with thy aid, I neither afk nor want it. 
But will myfelr conduft the flaves to battle : 
Were (he to fall by any arm but mine. 
Well might flie murmur, and arraign her ftars ; 
•Tis life well loft to die by my command ; 
What muft it be to perlfh by my hand ? 
Rival rejoice; and, pleas'd, refign thy breath, 
Roxan5l*s vengeance grants thee noble death, 

SCENE VII. 

CASSANDEil,POLYPERCHON, PhILI?, ThESSALUS. 

Cassander. 

All but her Jove this Semelc difdains. 

We muft be quick — flie may perhaps betray 

The great dcfign, and fruftrate our revenge* 

POLYPERCHON. 

Has Philip got inftrudtions how to afl ? 

'' Cassander. 

He has^, my friend ; and, faithful to our caufe, 
Refolves to execute the fatal order. 
Bear h\a\ this vial — it contains a poifon 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
Shou'd ^fculapius drink it, in five hours 

Ha (For 
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(For then it works) the God himfelf were mortal^ 
i drew it from Nonacris* horrid fpring ; 
Mix'd with his wine, afinglc drop gives death. 
And fends him howling to the fhades below. 

POLYPERCHON. 

1 know it$ power, for IVefeen it try'd : 
Pains of all forts thro' every nerve and artery 
At once it fcatters — burns at once and freezes. 
Till, by extremity of torture forc'd, 
The foul confents to leave her joylcfs home. 
And feck for cafe in worlds unkpovvn to ^his. 

Cassander. 
Now let us part : with Theifalus and Philip 
Hafte to the bjinquet — at his fecond call, .' 

Let tWn be given him, and it crowns our hopes^ 
^ow, Alexander, now vve'll foon be quits. 
Death for a blow is intereft indeed. 

SCENE VIIL 

Alexander, Perdiccas, Cassander, Poly* 
PERCHON, EuMENES, difcovcrcd at the Ban- 
quet, &c. 

Alexander. 
To our immortal health, and our fair queen^s : 
All drink it deep-, and while the bowl goes round. 
Mars and Belona join to make us mufic. 
An hundred bulls beofFer'd to the fun, 
White as his beams: fpeak the big voice of war; 
Beat all our drums, and found our filvcr trutppet$ j 
provoke the Gods to follow our example. 
In bowls of neftar, and replying thunder. 



scene; 
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SCENE IX. 
Alexander, Pebdiccas, Cassandsr, Poly* 

PERCHON, EUMENES, ClYJUS^ HePHESTXON^ 

and Lysimacuus bloody. 
Clytus, 
Lpng live the king ; long live great Alexander^ 
And conqueft crown his arms with deathlefs laurels^ 
Propitious to his friends, and all he favour^. 

Alexander. 
Did I not give command you (hould prcfcrv^ 
{^yfimachus ? 

Hephestioh. 
Dread Sir, you did, 

Alexander. 

What then 
Portend thefe bloody marks ? 

Hephestion. 

Ere we arrived, 
Perdiccas Ijad already plac'd the prince 
In a lone court, all but his hands unarmed. 

Clytus. 
On them were gauntlets : fuch was his deOre, 
In death to (hey? the difference betwixt 
The blood of Eacus and common men* 
Forth iffuing from his den, amaz'd we faw 
The horrid favage> with whofe hideous roar 
The palace (book. His angry eye-balls glaring 
With tripple fury, mcnac'd death and ruin. 

Hephestion. 
With unconcern the gallant prince advanced: 
1^0 w Parifatis be the glory fhine. 
But mine the danger, were his only words ; 
For as he fpoke, the furious bead defcried him, 
^hd rulii'd outrageous to devour his prey. 

P^YTUS 
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Clytus. 

Agrlc and yigofoiw, he avoid* the fliock '\ 

With a flight blow 5 and, as the lion turn'd, 
Thruft gauntlet, arm, and all into his throat. 
And with Herculean ftrcDgth tears forth the tongue: 
Foaming and bloody, the difabled favage 
S^unk to the earth, and ploughed it with his teeth ; 
While with an aftivc bound your conquering foldier^ 
Leap'd oaxhis back, anddalh'd his fcull in pieces. 

Alexander. 

By all my laurels 'twas a godJike afl; 

And 'tis my glory, as it (hall be thin^ 

That Alexander cou'd not pardon thee. 

O ! my brave foldier, think not, all the prayers 

And tears of the lamenting queens'cou'd move me 

Like what thou h^ft perfonird 5 grow, to my breaft* 

t" LVSIMACHUS, 

Thus, felf-conde;nn'd, and confcious of my guilt,, 
How fhall 1 ftand fuch unexampled goodnefs. 

pardon. Sir, the tranfports of defpair, 
The^frantic outrage of ungovern^d love. 

Even when I (hew'd the greateft want of reverenccj^ 

1 couM have died, with rapture, in your fcrvice, 

* 
Alexander. 

LyfimachCrs, we both have been tranfported; 

But from this hour be certain of my heart. 

A Iron be the inlprefs of thy Ihield, 

And that gold armour we from Porus won. 

Thy king prefents thce-^-but thy wounds afk reff; 

Lysimachus, 
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Lysimachus. 

1 have nq wounds, dread Sir; or, if I had, 

Were they all mortal, they (hould ftream unmindcdt 

When Alexander was the glorious health. 

Alexandrer. 

Thy hand, Hephcftion. Clafp him to thy heart. 
And wear him ever near thee, Parifatis 
Shall now be his who ferves me beft in war. 
Neither reply, but, mark the charge I give: 
Live, live as friends — You will, you muft, you fliaU. 
'Xis a |;od gives you life. 

CiYTxys. 

O ! monft'rous vanity ! 

Alexander. 
Ha ! what fays Clytus ? Who aaj I ? 

Clytus* 

Thclba 

Pf good king Philip. 

Alexander. 

By my kindred gods, 
fTis fallc. Great Ammon gave mc birth. 

Clytus. 

rveckuae. 

Alexander. 

Clytus, what means that drcfs ? Give him a robe 

there. 
Take ir, and wear it. 

ClytusJ 
Sir, the wine, the weather 
Has heated mc ; befides, you know my humour. 

Alex- 
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Alexander; 

Oy Yis not well : Vd rather perilh, burfi;^ 
Than be fo fingular and froward^ 
Clytus. 

Would burn, hang, drown, but in a better caufei 
PII drink, or fight for facrcd majefty 
With any here. Fill me another bowL 
^Will you excufc me ? ' 

Alexander. 

You will be cxcufed^ 
But let him have his humour : he is old^ 

Gtlrtus. 

So ^;^as your father, fir •, this to his memVy* 
Sound all the trumpets there. 

Alexander. 

They (hall not found 
Till the king drinks. Sure, I was born to wage 
Eternal war. All are my enemies y 
Whom I cou'd tame — But let the fports go on. 

Lysimachus. 

Nay, Clytils, you that couM advifc fo well. 

AlLEXANDER. 

Let him perfift, be pofitive and proud. 
Envious and fullen *mong(l the nobler fouls. 
Like an infernal fpirit that hath dole 
From hell, and mingled with the mirth of Gods. 

Clytus. 
When Gods grow hot, no difierence I know 
^Twixt them and devils — Fill me Greek wine.-— 

Yet- 
Yet fuller — I want fpirits. 

Alex- 
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Alexander. 

Let me have mufic, 

CLYTirS. 

Mufic for boys — Clytus would hear the groant 
Of dying foldicrs and the neigh of ftccds ; 
Or, it I muft be pefter'd with Ihrill founds, 
. Give me cries of matrons in fack'd towns. 

Hephe&tion. 
Let us Lyfimachus awake the king ; 
A heavy gloom is gathering on bis brow. 
Kneel all^ with humbled adoration kneel> 
And let a health to Jove*s great Ibn go round. 

Alexander. 
Sound, found, that all the univerfe may hear. 

for the voice of Jove, the world fliould know 
The kindnefs of my ppople. — Rife, O rife. 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours, 

Clytus. 

1 did not kifs the earth, nor muft your hand—; 
I am unworthy. Sir. 

Alexander. 
I know thou art : 
Thou envieft the great honour of thy matter. 
Sit, all my friends. Now let us talk of war; 
The nobleft fubjcdl for a foldier*s mouth ; 
And fpeak, fpeak freely, elfe you love me»not. 
Who, think you, was the greatcft general, 
That ever led an armjr to the field ? 

Hephestion. 
A chief fo great, fo fortunately brave. 
And juftly fo renown'd as Alexander, 
The radiant fun, fince firft his beams gaVe light. 
Never yet faw, or everlhall again. 

I Lvsi- 
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LySIMACHUS. 

Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Alcidcs, 
Nor great Achilles, whofe tcmpeftuous fword 
Laid Troy in aflies, tho' the warring Gods 
Opposed him. 

Alexander. 

O ! you flatter me, you flatter meJ 

Clytus. 

They do indeed ; and yet you love *em for*t ; 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy virtue. 
Come, Ihall I fpeak a man, with equal bravery^ 
A better general, and cxperter foldier. 

Alexander. 

I fliould be glad to learn ; inftruft me, Sir.- 

Clytus. 

Your father, Philip. — Ihavefeeri him marcFi 
And fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeft at this table would have trembled. 
Nay, frown not. Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
WhcnGreeksjoin'd Greeks, then was the tug of 

wary ; 

The labour'd battle fweat, and cpnqueft bled. 
Why fliould I fear to fpeak a bolder truth. 
Than e'er the lying priefts of Ammon told you ^ 
Philip fought men, but Alexander women.. 

Alexani!)er. 
All envy, fpite and envy by the Gdds f 
Is then my glory come to this at lafl:. 
To conquer women! Nay, he faidthe fl:outefl:. 
The flioutefl: here wou'd tremble at his dangers*' 
In all the ficknefs, all the wounds I bore. 
When from my reins the javelin's head was cu%. 
Lyfimachus, Hepheftion, fpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I once tremble ? O I the curfed fallhood I 

; Did 
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Did I once ftiakc or groan ; or aft beneath 
The dauntlefs refolution of a king ? 

Lysimachus. 

Wine jias tranfported him. 

Alexander. 

No, 'tis meer malice. 
I was a woman too, at Oxydrace, 
When, planting on the walls a fcaling ladder, 
1 mounted, fpight of fhow'rs of (tones, bars, arrows. 
And all the lumber which they thunderM down ; 
When you beneath cry'd out, and fpread your arms, 
That I fliould leap amoag you. Did J fo ? 

Lysimacus. 
Dread Sir, the old man knows not what he fays, 

Alexander. 

Was I a woman, when, like Mercury, 
I leap'd the walls and flew amidft the foe j 
And, like a baited lion, dy*d myfelf 
All over in the blood of thofe bold hunters. 
Till, fpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 
Pluckt forth the darts, that made my fhield a foreft. 
And hurrd 'em back with moft unconqucrM fury ? 
Then, (hining in my arms, I fun'd the field ; 
Mov'd, fpoke, and fought, and was myfelf a war. 

Clytus. 
^Twas all.bravado. For, before you leap'd. 
You faw that I had burft the gates afunder, 

Alexander. 

O ! that thou were but once more young and 

vigorous. 
That I might ftrike thee profl:rate to tlje earth. 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble dotard. 

I 2 Clytvs. 
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Cl^YTUS. 

I know the rcafon, why you ufe me thu?, 
I fav'd you from thefword of bold Rhefaces, 
Elfe had your godfhip flumbeqr'd in the duft^ 
And moft ungratefully you hate me for it, 

Alexander. 

Hence from the banquet. Tbus far I forgive theei 

Clytus, 

Firft try (for noac can want forgivcnefs more) 
To h^vc your own bold blafphemics forgiven, 
The (h^meful riots of a vicious life. 
Fhilotas* murder. 

Alexander. 

• Ha ! what faid the traitor ? 

•ifli Hephestion. 

• Clytus, withdraw \ Eumenes, force him hence. 
He muft not tarry. Drag him to the door. 

Clytus. 

4 No, let him fend me, if I muft be gone. 
To Philip, Atalus, Califthenes, 
To gre^t Parmenio, and his flaughier'd foiis, 

Alexander. 
Give me a javelin. 

Hephestion: 
Hold, Sir* ' 

Alexander* 

Sirrah ! oiF^ 
I^cft I at once ftrike thro' his heart and thine. 

Lysx* 
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LYS.IMACfi0S. 

1 facwd Sir, have but a moment's patience: 

Al.£XAND£lt. 

What ! Hold my arms ? I fliall be murdered here. 
Like poor Darius, by my barbarous fubjedts. 
Perdiccas, found our trumpets to the camp ; 
•Call all my foidiers to the court. Nay, hafte ; 
For there is treafon plotting 'gainft my life. 
And I Ihall pcriflb ere they come to fave me. 
Begone to Philip,' Attalus, Califthenes, [Siais bimi 
/And let bold fubjefts learn by thy example. 
Not to provoke the patience of their prince. 

Clytus. 
The rage of wine is drown'd in gufliing blood* 

Alexander ! I have been to blame : 
Hate me not after death. For I repent. 
That I fo far have urgM your noble nature. 

Alexander. 

What's this I hear ! Say on, my dying foldier. 

Clytus. 

1 (hou*d have kill'd myfelf, had I but liv'd 
Xo be once fobcr ; — Now I fall with honour ; 
My own hands wou*d have brought foul death; 

O pardon ! [Lies. 

Alexander. 

Then I am loft : what has my vengeance done ! 
Who is it thdu haft flain ? Clytus ! what was he ? 
The feithfuUcft fubjeft, worthieft cbunfellor. 
The braveft foldier, he who fav'd thy life. 
Fighting bare-headed at the river Granick, 
And now he has a noble recompencc ; 
^or a ralh word fpoke in the heat of wine. 

The 
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The poor, the honcft Clytus thou haft flain : 
Clyxus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy prcfcrver. 

Hephestion. 
Remove the body, it inflames his forrow, 

Alexander. 

None dare to touch him ; we muft never part; 

Cruel Hepheftion and Lyfimachus, 

That had the power, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh ! 

Lysimachus. 

Dear Sir, we did. 

Alexander. 
I know ye did -, ye held me 
Like a wild beaft, to let me go again 
With greater violence. — O ye've undone me ! 
Exculc it not, you that cou'd flop a lion 
Cou*d not turn me ; ye fhould have drawn your 

fwords. 
And barr*d my rage with their advancing points ; 
Made reafon glitter in my dazzled eyes. 
Till I had feen the precipice before me : 
That had been noble, that had Ihewn the friend j 
Clytus jvou*d fo have done to fave your lives. 

Lysimachus. 
When men (hall hear how highly you were urg'd— ^ 

Alexander. 

No ; you have let me ftain my rifing glory. 
Which elie had ended brighter than the fun ; 
O ! I am'all a blot, which feas of tears. 
And my heart's blood, can never walh'away ; 
Yec 'tis but juft I try, and on the point, 
§ull reakipg, hurl my tjl^ck polluted brcaft. 

Hephes* 
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Hephestion. 
O! facrcdSir — 

LySIMACHUS. 

Forgive my pious hands, * 
That dare, in duty, to difarm my maftcr. 

Alexander. 

Yes, cruel men, ye now cati Ihewyour ftrerigthj 
Here's not a flave, but dares oppofe riiy juftice. 
Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 
But I will render all endeavours vain 
That tend to fave my life — Here will I lie, 

[Falls on CJytus. 
Clofe to mymurder'd foldier's bleeding fide. 
Thus clafping his cold body in my arms. 
Till death, like his, has closed my eyes for ever. 

SCENE V. 

Perdiccas, Hephestion, Alexander, &c. 
Perdiccas. 

Trcafon ! foul treafon ! Hepheftion, where's the 
king? 

Hephestion. 

There, by old Clytus* fide, whom he hath flain. 

Perdiccas. 

Rife, facred Sir, and hafte to fave the queen. 
Roxana, fiird with furious jealoufy. 
Came with a guard, unmark'd: (he gain'd the bowV, 
And broke upon me with fuch fudden fury, 
That all have perifh'd who opposed her rage. 

S 

Alex- 
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Alexander. 
What fays Perdiccas ? Is the queen in danger I 

Perdiccas. 
Hafte, Sir, to your Statira, or (he dies. 

Axexandeb. 

Thus from the grave I rife tofave my love ; 

All draw your fwocds, on wings of lightVirigf 



move 



Young Ammon leads you, and the caqfe is love j 
When I rufh on, fure none will dare to ftay, 
•Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way. 



End of the Fourth Acxi 
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ACTV, SCENE I. 

The Bower of S^miramis. 

St ATI R A difcovercd aflcep. 

Statira* 

BLESS mc, yc pow*rs above, and guard my 
virtue ! 
Where are you fled, dear (hades? Where arc 

yon fled ? 
*Twa$ but a dream, and yet I faw and heard 
My royal parents, who, while pious care 
Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with te^rs^ 
Xe^rs fuch as angeU weep, this hour my lalt. 
But hence with fear — my Alexander comes. 
And fear and danger ever fled from him. 
My Alexander ! Wou'd that he were here I 
For, Oh J I tremble, and a thoufand terrors 
Rufli in upon me, and alarm my he^rt : 
But hark, 'tis he, and all my fears are fled & 
My life, my joy, my Alexander comes, 

RoxANA within. 
Make faft the gate with all its mafly bars ; 
At length we've conquered this ftupcndous heightj 
Artd reached the grove, whofe wonderful afcent 
Is lofl: in clouds. 

Statira. 
Ye guardian Gods defend me \ 
Koxana's voice ! then all the vifion's true, 
And die I muft. 

K SCENE 
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ROXANA. 

Secure the brazen gate, 
Where is my rival ? 'tis Roxana calls. 

Statha. 
^nd what is (he, who, with fuch tow'ring pridDi; 
Wovi'4 awp ^ priocefs that is born above her i 

Roxana. 

^hold this dagger ! — 'Tis thy fate, Sfarira ! 
Behpld, and meet it as becomes a queei). 
J^ain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance; 
J^ere, take my weapon then j and, if thoa dar*ft-it 

Statira. 
How little lsLnow*ft thou what Statira dares f 
Yes, cruel woman'! yes, | dare meet death. 
With a rpfdve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd (brink. For terror haunts the guilty mind H 
V/hile confctous innocence, that knows no fear^ 
(Taq, fmiling* paf^i and fcorn thy idle threats, 

RoXANA^ 

^turn, fair snfqlent ! return, Ifay. 
par'ft thoif, prefumptuous to invade my rights } 
ileftore him quickly to my longing arms. 
And with him give me back hi^ broken vows, 
pr I will, rend them from thy J^lceding heart, 

StatieAi 
Alas ! Roxana ! 'tis not in my powef ; 
I canngt if J WQ^^d — Anji, O Vc Gods ! 
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Whit were the world to Alexander's lofs ! 

Blut love, thou krww'il, was ever deaf torcafoo i 

Wild as a ftortn, ^nd lawlcfs as the fca, 

tc laughs at coqiicili add contemns reftrainc^ 

ROXANA, 

Oh f forcdrcfs, td thy accurfed charms 

I owe the frcaty that di(|ra€ts my foul: 

To them t owe my Alexander's lofs. 

Too htethou trembldftat my juft revenge^ 

'Mywfongs cry out, and vcBg^ance will have wa^* 

Statira. 

Yet think, Rdxarta, ere you plunge in murder. 
Think on the horrors' that muft ever haunt you I 
Think on the furies^ thofc avenging miniftcrs 
Of Heavens high wfath^ how they win iear yoUif. 
^ foul; 

All day diftraft you with a thouftnd fears i 
And when by night thou vainly (tek^St repofe 
They'lf gather round, and inter rupt your Ikimfei^ri 
With horrid dreams, fijEid leri^fying Vifions# 

Add ftili; if pofiible, fuperior horrors. 
Rather than leave my great revenge un6ni(h*di 
rd dare 'em all, and triumph in tnc deed* 
Therefore-*- IBoldi up the daggef4. 

SxATrRA. 

< Hold, hold, thy hand advancM in air« 

t read my fcntence written in thy eyes j 
Yet, Oh! Roxana, on thy black revenge, 
One kindly ray of female pity beam^ 
And give m.e death in Alexander's prefence* 

RoXANA. 

Not for the world^s wide enipire &oiild'ft thou feo 

%i tooir 
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Fool ! but for him thou might'ft unheeded lire J 
For his lake only art thou doom'd to die. 
The fole remaining joy that glads my foul. 
Is to deprive thee of the heart Tve loft. 

SCENE III. 
RoxANA, Statira, Slavi. 

Madam, the king and all his guards are com;. 
With frantic rage they thunder at the gate. 
And muft c'o: this have gain'^ admittance. 

JlOXANA. 

Hat 
Too long iVe trifled. Let me then redeem 
The time milpent, and make great vengeance fur^ 

Statira. 
Is Alexander, O ! ye gods, fo nigh, 
^nd can he not preferve me from her fury ? 

ROXANA. 

Nor he,norHeav*n (hallflieild thee from myjufticci 
Die, forcVefs, and all my wrongs die. with thee. 

ISfalfs hen 
Alexander, without. 
Ayf2y ye flaves ! ftand off— Quick let me fly 
With light'nings wings j nor heav'n, nor earth, 
fliall ftop me. 

Ha! Oh, my foul! my queen, my love, Statira !. 
Thefe wounds ! are thefe my promised joys ? 

Statira. 

Alas! 
My only love, rhy Beft and deareft blefling, 
Wou'd I bad died before you en^er'd here 5 
for thus delighted, while I gaze upon thee, 
j^cath grows more horrid, and Tm loth to leave thee. 

I • AtEX- 
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Alexander.' . 

Thou (halt not leave me — ^Cruel, cruel ftars 1 ' 
Oh, Where's the mofter, where's the horrid ficnd^ 
That ftruck at innpecnce, and murdered thee ? 

ROXANA. 

Behold the wretch, who, defperate of thy love; 
In jealous madnefs gave the fatal blow : 
A wretch, that, to poflefs once more thy love, 
Wou'd with the blood of millions ftain her foul. 

Alexander. 

To dungeons, tortures, drag her from my fight* 

Statira. 

My foul is on the wing. O come, my lord, 

Hafte to my arms, and take a laft farcwcl. 

Thus let mc die. Oh! Ohl . * 

Alexander.' ' ' ' 

Look up niy loVeJ 
O Heaven! and will you, will you take her frorti mcl 

Statira. 

Farewel my moil lov'd lord :. Ah mc-— farewcU 
yet, ere I die, grant this requeft. 

;AtE3^ANDER. •'.'!'* 

Oh Speak,' 
That I may execute before I foi|rw thee. 

Statira. 

Leavenot the world till Heav'n demands you. Spare 
Roxana's Kfe. *Twas love of you that caufed 
The death (he gave me. And, oh ! fometimes think 
Amidft yqur revels; think on your poor queen i * 
And, ere the chearful bowl falute your lips, 
Inrich it with a tear, and I am happy [Dies. 

Alex- 
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Alexander. 

Yet, ere thou tak'ft tby flight— She's gpnc, Qic\ 

gone. 
All* aU is hulb'd, pq tnuGc now is heard % 
The rofcs wither \ and the fragrant breath 
That wak'd their fwee£a,flitU never wake *em more« 

Weep not, my ford ? no forrow can recall hcr« 
O! turn your eyes, and, in: Roxana*s arms^ 
You*n fina fond love, and everlafting truth, 

Alexander. 

Henee from my (rght, and thank my dear ^atira^ 
That yet thou art alive. 

Rq9AN4* 

Oh! cake me O) your arms* 
In fpight of all your cruelly, I tove you t 
Yes» thus nifaftea oa your facred robe ;. 
Thus, on my knees, for ever cFing around thee^ 
•Till you forgive me, or till death divide, U3. 
Alexander. 

Hence, fury, hence: there's nota glance of thinci 
But, like a bafiKflt, comes wktg*d Wfth lieadi. 

KOXAKA. - . -. 

O ! fpeak not thus, to one wllckkneels for mercy* 
Think for witofil &ke it was I madly plung'd 
Into a criow abhttpent tQ my nmniMr , : V 
Alwander* 

Off, murd'rrfa^fiff! for ever OMjumy fjftliti. . ^ 
My eyes deteft thee,. &xr thy foul is ruin^. 

R«»4WA. 

Batbatian! yes^ I willforeverihun thM< 
Repeat^pd injuries have fkteVd my hetir^ 
AqikI Icou'd c\}ffe myf€lf for being kind. 

If 
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if there is any majefty above. 
That has revenge in ftorc for perjurM love. 
Send Heav'n the fwifteft ruin on his head !* 
Strike the deftroyer ! lay the viftor dead ! 
Kill the triumphcr ! and avenge my wrong f 
Jn height of pomp, while he is warm and youn& 
Bolted with thunder, let him rufli along. 
Bat what are curfes ? Curfes will not kill, 
I^or pafc the tortures, I am doomM to fed. 

S C E N E IV. 

Ai.?XAyDBR andEuMENss. 

£UMENE9. 

Pardon, dread Sir, a fatal meffengef* 

The royal Syfigambis is no more. 

Struck with the horror of Statira's fate, 

She foon expired,, and, with her lateft breath. 

Left Parifatis to Lyfiniacbus. 

^^t what I fear moft deeply will a&dl V6u. 

youflov*4Hephcftion'»-..-, • ^^ 

A|:eXAND£S. 

But here, here lies my fate, Hepheftidn. Qytus r 
My viftories all for ewer folded up 
Jn.thb dear body. Here my bwncr's loft. 
My ftandard s triumphs gone. I ftaU run mad ' 
Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature. 
S?rr/ *^/*=^°''"«» and pave 'em aU with gold. 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poojf 
, To deck her tomb : no flirine nor altar fpare! 
Put (trip the pomp frgpj gods to place ifthere 
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fi ALEXANDER THK^ GREA-R, 

S C E N E V. 

Cass AND ER, Thessalus. 

Cassakder. 

He's gonC'— but whither ? — ^follow Thcflalus; 
Attend his fteps^ and let me know what paflTes. 

[Exit TheffsAMf 
Vpngeance lie ftill, thy cravings (hall be fated. 
Death roams at Urge, the furies are unchain'd, 
^nd murder plays her mighty mafter-piece.* 

SCENE VI. 

PoLTP£RCHOK> Cassander, then Thessai«u5 ani 
Philip. 

Saw you the king ? he parted hence this moment^ 

POLYPERCHOM. 

Yes ; withdiibr4er*d wildnels in his lookst 
He ruf^'d along, till, with a cafual glance. 
He faw me where I ftood: then ftepping Ihort, 
Draw near, he cryM — and grafp'd my hand in hiS| 
Where more than fevers rag*d in ey'ry vein, 
O Polyperchon ! I have loft my queen ! 
Statira's dead !-^and, as he fpoke, the tears 
Guflx'd from his eyes — I more than felt his pain^^ 

Thessalus, 
Hcnccj^ hence, away! 

Cassander^ 

Where is he, Theflalus ? 
Thessalus. 
llcft him circled by a crowd of princes. 
The J)oifon;tears him \yith that height of horror, 

Ev'a 
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Ev*n I cou'd pity him— he calPd the chiefs ; 
Embraced 'em round — then, ftarting from amidft 

'cm. 
Cried out, I come — ^'twas Ammon's voice j 1 know 

'"^ • it — . • 

Father, I come; but, let me, ere I go, 
Difpatch the bufinefs of a kneeling world. 

POLYPERCHON. 

No more j I hear him — we muft meet anon. 

Cassander. 

In Saturn's fields— there give a loofe to rapture, 
ppjov fhe tcnipeft we, ourfelves, have rais'd. 
And triumph in thie wreck which crowns our ven- 
geance. [Exeunt. 

SCENE the Palace. 

Alexander, with bis hair dijbeveird, Lysimachus, 
* EuMENEs, Perdiccas, and Aliendanis. Alex- 
ander difewn^d. 

Alexander. 

Search there ; nay, probe me, fearch my wounded 

reins — 
Pull, draw it out. 

Lysimachus. 
We have fi^arch'd, but find no hurt. 

Alexander. 
O, I am ihot, a forked burning arrow 
Sticks crofs my (houlders : the fad venom flics 
Like lightening thro' my flefli, my Wood, my 
marrow. 

Lysimachus. 
How fierce his fever ! 

% ALIXANDJtlt. 
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Alexander. 

Ha! what a change of torments I ertdure ! 
A bolt of ice runs hifling thro* my bowels ; 
*Tis, fure, the arm of death •, give me a chair % 
Cover me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter, . 
And my knees knock together. 

EUM£N£S« 

Have mercy Heaven ! 

Alexander. 
Ha! who talks of Heaven ? • 

I am all hell ^ I burn, I burn again ; ' 

The war grows wond'rous hot; hey for the Tigris! 
Bear me, Bucephalus, amongft the billows. 

[jumps into fbe cbair. 
O *tis a noble bead 5 I wou'd not change him 
For the beft horfe the fun has iif his ftable ; 
For they are hot, their mangers full of coals ^ ; 
Their mains are.fiakes of lightening, curlsof fias; 
And their red tails like meteors whifk abouu 

Lysimachus. 
Help all •, Eumcncs, help. 

Alexander. 

Ha, ha, ha, I (hall die with laughter. 
Parmenio, Cly tus, do yoti fee yon fellow. 
That ragged fuldier, that poor tatter'd Greek7 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians, 
With nothing but a rufty helmet on, thro* which 
The griflly briftles of his pulhing beard 
Drive Vm like pikes — ha \ ha ! ha! 

Perdiccas. 
How wild he talks ! 

LVSIMACHUS. 



•Yet waiting -in his wildncfs. 



Alexander, 
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Sound, found, keep your ranjcs clofe ; ay, noiir 
. ' they come; ~ 

O the brave din, the noUe clunk of arms ! 
Charge, chs^^ge apace, and let the phalanx movc^ 
Dari()s comes — ay, 'tis Darius ; 
• I fee, I know hlni by the fparkling plumes. 
And his gold chariot drawn by ten white horfes. 
But, like atempeft, thus I pour upon him— »- 
He bleeds •, with that laft blow I brought him 

dpwn : 
He tumbles, take him, fnatch the imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly ; follow, follow — Vidoria, 
Vidloria, Vidoria — [Leaps into thefoldier's arms. 

Perdiccas. 
Let's bear himfoftly to his bed. 

Alexander. 

Hold, the lead motion gives me fudden death % 
My vital fpirits are c^uite parch*d, burnt up. 
And ail my fiuoaky entrails turn*d to alhes* 

LySIMACHUS. 

When you, the brighteft ftar that ever flione. 
Shall kii it mufl: be night with us for ever. 

Alexander. ' ' 

Let me embrace you all, before I die. 

. ' \_Atl kneel and meep^. 

Weep not my dear companions, the good Gods 
Shall fend ye in my flead a nobler prince j 
One that (hall lead ye forth with matchlefs condudt 

Lysimachus. 
Break not our h^ijirts with fuch unkind exprefllons. 

Per Dice AS, 
We will not part with you, nor change for Mars, 

Alexander^ 
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AtEXANDEH. 

^Pcrdiccas, take this ring, . ' • ^ 

And fee me laid in the temple of Jupiter Ammon^ 

Lysimachus. 
^0 whom does your dread majefty bequeath 
The empire of the world ? 

Alexander^ 
To him that is ipoft worthy* 

Perdiccas. 
When will you, fecred Sir, that we fliould giv^ 
To your great memory thofe divine honours 
y/iikh fuch exalted virtue does deferve ? 

Alexander. 
When you are all moft happy, and in peace: 
Your hands — O Father, if I have difcharg*d 
The duty of a man to empire born ; 
If by unwearipd toil I have deferv*4 
Tfee vaft renown of thy adopted Ion, 
Accept this foul which thou did'ft firfl: infpire^ 
And which this figh thus gives thee back again. 

Lysimachus. 

There fell the. pride and glory of the w^r. 

If there be treafon let us find it out ; 

Lyfimachus ftands forth to lead you on ; 

And fwears, by the(e moft hpnour'd dear rematnf. 

He will not talte thofe joys which beauty brin|^sV 

Until be has revcng'd the beft of kings. 



F 1 N I |J 
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